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PET 


TEACHERS?’ 


A flaxen-haired schoolgirl stands 
behind a leather-seated upright chair, 
her hands on the top of its tall back. 
She has a sweetly innocent face — 
which contrasts with the ripe swell of 
her full tits under her white blouse. 
She is being spoken to by a good- 
looking dark-haired young woman 
wearing an academic gown over a 
smart blue-and-white dress. . The 
teacher, if that is what she is, has a 
severe expreseeion on her face - and 
also a cane in her hand. 


The talking finishes and the 
unhappy-looking girl with the big 
boobs slowly lifts her navy-bloue 
pleated skirt and bends over the back 
of the chair. The teacher moves round 
behind her and inserting her fingers in 
either side of the waistband of the 
girl’s navy knickers draws them down. 


‘I think Miss Voncey fancies you!’ 
Sonia Milgrove said with a giggly 
laugh. 


Nicola Stanning her pretty blonde 
features flushing slightly, said, ‘Don’t 
be stupid!’ 


But did Nicola think it could possibly 
be true? 


Nicola and Sonia were walking in the 
splendid grounds of Fairmount 
School, which now in September were 
looking especially beautiful in their 
autumn colouring. The school was 
fee-paying and co-educational, taking 
day pupils as well as boarders. Nicola 
and Sonia, both 17, were boarders 
back a week ago for the start of their 
last year. They both hoped to get 
college places, Nicola in French and 
English. Miss Martine Voncey who 
was half French taught that language 
and Spanish. 


Last year it was said that Miss 
Voncey, a good-looking brunette in 
her mid-twenties, had a more than 
passing interest in a girl in her senior 
class called Wendy Simley. Wendy, 
who was now left, had been a very 
pretty blonde. Just like Nicola — 
though perhaps with not such an 
impressive mammary development. 


‘Watch out anyway!’ Sonia gave 
Nicola’s arm a squeeze. ‘I mean 
you’re the obvious target, aren’t you. 
And of course with a better 
development than Wendy Simley. If 
Miss Voncey fancies that!” 


Nicola gave an exasperated. sigh. 
‘Don’t be so silly, Sonia. I don’t even 
believe that business about Wendy.’ 


Nicola didn't particularly ~ like 
references to her big boobs. But more 
importantly she certainly didn’t like 
references to herself and Miss Voncey 


It was annoying, and maybe Sonia 
was only doing it to tease. Nicola 
didn’t particularly like references to 
her big boobs. But more importantly 
she certainly didn’t like references to 
herself and Miss Voncey. Because 
Nicola would really hate anything like 
that. She had thought about it, and it 
made her feel a little bit sick. The 
thought of dong something with Miss 
Voncey, or any female. 


Nicola did believe there had been 


_ doing something, 


something between Miss Voncey:and 
Wendy. Quite possibly they had been 
thought Nicola 
didn’t like to speculate exactly what. 
And also ... maybe Miss Voncey had 
looked at her in a certain way..? 


* * * 


Yes Martine Voncey had looked at 
Nicola Stanning with interest. Last 
year, sizing her up for the future — 
because Martine: would not wish to 
start anything while she had the 
involvement with Wendy. The French 
mistress could control her passions,.or 
at any rate could before she got 
properly involved. But she had 
observed Nicola © alright. "That 
guilelessly pretty face which spoke of 
innocence thus far in sexual matters, 
combined: rather stunningly - with 
those splendidly-developed 
mammaries. And of course-her lovely 


ash-blonde hair, usually worn in a 
ponytail. Martine was really turned- 
on by sweetly-innocent blondes — or 
innocent seeming because sometimes 
they turned out to be a bit more 
experienced. As Wendy had. 


But yes, Martine had noticed Nicola 
alright. And now with the new school 
year and Wendy sadly gone she was 
going to make an early move. She 
didn’t want to wait. Didn’t want to 
lose time which could be spent in 


thrilling enjoyment of pretty Nicola’s 
lovely body. 


For the same reason she decided on a 
bold approach. Two days after 
Nicola’s lunch-time walk in the 


grounds Martine asked Nicola to wait 
behind after class. Was Nicola half 
fearing something? With the others 
gone the French mistress, giving 
Nicola a warm smile, asked her to 
come to her desk. She would like 


Nicola to come to her rooms at tea 
time. To discuss Nicola’s programme 
for the coming year. She put her arm 
round Nicola’s waist. 


I really want to make sure you get that 
college place Nicola dear.’ 


Before Nicola knew it the hand had 
moved down to the ripe thrust of her 
bottom. 


She squirmed away with a shocked 
protest, but Miss Voncey pulled her 
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MR BENFIELD’S . 


-—BOTTOM-TICKLER 


Sandra Simley smiled at herself in her 
full-length bedroom mirror. Did she 
look sexy? She pouted her full-lipped 
mouth and shimmied her round hips. 
She was wearing just a white bre and 
her brief pale pink cotton knickers 
and these items of underwear 
showed off a figure that for 17 was 
decidedly mature and womanly. And 
with her full mouth and blue eyes, 
and long curling blonde hair ... yes, 
“definitely sexy was her opinion. 
Sandra pouted again, arching her 
back to stick her high, pert tits out at 
the mirror. She could easily be 
someone on TV; a contestant in 
some show or even a propper 
actress. She certainly intended to be 
something of that sort when she left 
school this summer. 


Mr Kingley who was Careers Adviser 
said you needed good GCEs to be an 
actress just as much as for other, 
things, but of course he would say 
that. Sandra didn't believe that stuff — 
because for one thing she was not at 
all likely to get good GCEs, she might 
not get any at all according to some 
people. No she didn't believe it. Girls 
goton TV with personality. Sexiness. 


She wiggled her hips again, and 
turned her mind from the future to 
more immediate matters. Mr Canton 
who was the new English master. He 
was quite young and tall and perhaps 
a bit shy with the older girls. Several 
girls thought he was really sexy — 
including Sandra. She could have 
very exciting thoughts about Mr 
Canton. 


Yes. She glanced at her bedside 
clock. Oh Christ look.at the time! But 
... she slid the pink knickers down. 
Just for a sec. Her hand cupped her 
blonde-bushed pussy. Thinking of 
Mr Canton made her quickly wet. She 
slipped a finger in between the 
slippery lips of her sex. Oh Christ ..! 
Imagining herself with her knickers 
off and her legs open. On the bed. 
And Mr Canton with his big stiff thing 
out ... Sliding it easily into her. 


She groaned. Then another 
desperate glance at the clock. A 
frantic yelp. Reluctantly she stopped 
playing with herself. She was going 
to be late, and she couldn’t be late 
again! Galvanised into action she 
yanked up her knickers. Grabbed her 
tartan skirt, blouse, school tie ... But 
she was going to be late. 


* * * 
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Sandra was late, about 15 minutes. 
She thought she had made it in with 
no one noticing though, but then at 
the last moment before she got to her 
classroom there was Mr Benfield 
confronting her. 

She gasped at the shock. Bloody 
hell! Benfield, the school caretaker, 
could be scary. Oldish with a 
cropped greying beard, he had an 
eye for the good-looking girls. No 


doubt Mr Benfield thought Sandra 
was sexy. And no doubt he 
entertained lecherous thoughts of 
what he could do to her ... if he ever 
got the chance. But hopefully 
catching her trying to sneak in a 
quarter of an hour late didn’t really 


“come into that category. Sandra 


didn’t fancy having Benfield do 
things to her. He certainly didn’t rate 
with Mr Canton. 


‘Well well! Wot's this then!’ He barred 
her way. ‘Sandra Simley sneaking in 
late again!’ 


‘No! Please .. I'm .. not really late. |... 
I've just been ... to the loo.’ 


‘The loo!’ He pushed her up against 
the wall. ‘Don’t give me that. You just 
left home. Didn’t you have a pee 
before you left?’ 


‘That’s none of your business.’ 
Sandra could feel herself blushing. 
‘Look, let me get by Benfield. Or | will 
be late.” 


“Mr Benfield. Or you'll get a clip 
round the ear.’ He laughed. ‘Or at the 
very least a squeeze of those nice 
tits. Wot | should really do is give you 
a caning. That pretty bum you’re 


always wiggling and wriggling when 
there’re any boys around. Take your 
knickers down and cane your bare 
bum!’ 


‘Cut it out!’ Benfield was looming 
over her, one hand against the wall 
on either side blocking any escape. 
‘Or .. I'll report you.’ Sandra added 
not too convincingly, ‘I really will. 


Benfield gave an incredulous laugh. 
“You'll report me! Wot a joke. | am 
going to report you Miss. To the 
Head. Tell him | know for a fact 
you've been late every day this week. 
And last week.’ 


‘No!’ Because Sandra had been 
warned by the Head about being late. 
‘Look ..' she tried to sound placatory. 
‘I .. Pm sorry, Mr Benfield.’ 


Benfield’s eyes were fixed on 
Sandra’s tits trembling in her white 
blouse on either side of her school 
tie. ‘Sorry are we? OK. But how are 
you going to show you’re sorry?’ He 
gave her an owlish look. ‘Let me have 
a feel of them pretty tits? Or maybe ... 
a quick feel of your pussy?’ 


‘D .. Don’t you dare! Look ... I’ve got 
to go ..’ 


‘OK then. But .. you better come 
down to my place after school. 
Today. OK? We'll discuss it then. And 
if you're not there I’ll go straightaway 
to the Head. If you think I’m joking 
just you try it.’ 


Benfield moved one arm. He was 


letting her go. There was no time to : 


argue. As she stepped through the 
space his hand came heavily across 
her tits. Sandra yelped, pushing the 
groping fingers away. The hand 
didn’t resist and slipped down. The 
lack of resistance caught her off 
“guard. She didn’t realise Benfield 
had a second target. Until the hand 
closed through Sandra’s tartan skirt 
on her pussy. 


She let out a strangled squawk. 
Grasping at the hand which now did 
resist. For some long seconds it held 
her, like a crab’s claw. Tightly 
gripping her pussy. She finally 
struggled free. Stumbling forward. In 
doing so Sandra presented the 
dreadful Benfield with another target. 
His hand this time grabbed a cheek 
of her bottom. 


His voice behind her cackling: ‘Now 


don’t you forget young Sandra, right | 


after school. l'Il be waiting.’ 


* * * 


Sandra was just a few minutes late 
for her first class which. as it 
happened was Mr Canton. If it hadn’t 
been for that awful Benfield she 
would have been on time. She had 
missed assembly but with any luck 
no one would have noticed. As long 
as Benfield didn't report her. 
Hurrying to her place she could still 
feel the caretaker’s hands. Just 
about everywhere! her tits and 
bottom. And her pussy! That dirty old 
sod! And he wanted her to go and see 
him after school. Down in the 
basement where he had a little room 
next to the boiler. 


If she went he was probably going to 
try more of that same awful grabbing. 
What she should do instead was 
report him. For groping her. But if she 
did there was no doubt Benfield 
would snitch on her and she would 
have to face the Head’s wrath. He 
had said last week he would give her 
detentions for a month. Also call her 
parents in and give them a real earful. 
She really didn’t want that. Which 
meant... 


It would be a very different thing 
having Mr Canton grope her. She 
wouldn’t mind that. His hand... on 
her pussy ...Oooohh ..!! 


Sandra tried to put it out of her mind. 
To concentrate instead on Mr 
Canton. Not on what he was saying 
but on Mr Canton himself. It would be 
a very different thing having Mr 
Canton grope her. She wouldn't 
mind that. His hand ... on her pussy 
...Oooohh ..!! Sandra squeezed her 
thighs: together. But Mr Canton 
wouldn’t do it of course. He was too 
shy. Unlike dirty old Benfield. 


She was going to have to see Mr 
Canton at the end of the class, to say 
why she hadn’t done her essay yet. 
What would she say? Something 
sexy? “I’m afraid | just can’t 
concentrate on it Mr Canton. | keep 
thinking of you and my pussy gets all 
wet and | can’t concentrate. | keep 
thinking of your big thing up inside 
me. Sliding in and out.” 


Yes maybe something like that, while 
fixing him with her big blue eyes. And 
Mr Canton would get all 
embarrassed ... and atthe same time 
probably would get an erection.-And 
she would move in close.... and 
accidentally on purpose get her hand 
on it. 


Sandra didn’t actually say that. Or 
actually get her hand on the English 
master’s erect member. But she did 
stick her boobs out at him in an 
inviting way while giving him her 
direct wide-eyed look. And she did 
say something personal. Something 
to remind him she was a young 
woman, not just a schoolgirl. 


‘| .. uh .. had a headache Mr Canton, 
that was why | haven’t done it yet. It 
was quite bad. But .. uh .. it ۷ 


period. | mean | had that a week ago. 
So it wouldn’t be that would it?’ 


Smiling encouragingly at Mr Canton. 
Who was clearly thrown by this 
revelation. Perhaps even blushing a 
little ... AS maybe into Mr Canton’s 
mind came the thought of having 
intercourse with her? 


Sandra went smoothly on, ‘Actually | 
could do with discussing a few 
things, if you had the time.’ Laughing. 
‘| mean the essay, not my period of 
course. Which as | say is alright and | 
won't be getting for another two 
weeks. | mean if | could see you after 
school ... | could come round to your 
place, that wouldn't be any trouble.’ 


And Mr Canton after hesitating for a 
moment said yes! Maybe one 
afternoon at the end of the week. He 
would let her know. 


* * * 


Mr Benfield was sitting waiting for her 
when Sandra appeared down in his 
basement retreat just after 4.30. she 
was somewhat breathless from 
rushing, afraid he might have already 
gone to the head. But no, herehe was 
in this claustrophobic little room 
which smelt of stale tobacco. Sitting 
in his old armchair. 


Wot you need my girl is a good 
caning. Like | told you 


Benfield told her to close the door, 
then eyed her speculatively. ‘Yes. 
Wot you need my girl is a good 
caning. Like | told you.’ 


Sandra gave a little yelp of alarm. No! 
She hadn’t imagined he was serious. 
But there were rumours that Benfield 
had caned girls. When he had been 
able to persuade them to take it and 
keep quiet, because he certainly 
wasn’t allowed to do it. No way. 


‘Yus. That’s wot you need. On that 
nice round bum. With your knickers 
down. Then | wouldn’t need to go to 
the Head.’ 


‘No!’ she yelped. ‘no way! I’m not. 


taking a bloody caning.’ Sounding 
defiant but fluttering her eyes 
nervously. Benfield was eyeing her 
boobs of course. And her pussy. 
Sandra could remember all too 
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clearly his hands groping her. She 
would have a job preventing him 
doing it again. Preventing a real 
extended groping this time. But ... 
not a bloody caning. 


Benfield sucked his tongue. Getting 
to his feet now. 


‘We could say just a good spanking 
maybe. A good walloping of that 
pretty arse. As a special concession.’ 


‘No! Don’t ...' he had come towards 
her and Sandra had backed away but 
now her back was against the wall. 
There was no space in Benfield’s little 
room, there was nowhere a girl could 
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go to get away from him, not once 
she was in there with the door closed. 
Sandra tried to keep his hands off her 
tits ... but then one hand just slid 
smoothly down below and was at her 


pussy. She yelped, grabbing 
frantically at it. But in doing so her tits 
became exposed again ... Hot-faced, 
she gave a desperate little squeal. 


‘Come on! Stop that squirming and 
wriggling. Let’s get you over my lap. 
Alright ..?’ 


She shouldn’t have agreed to it. Well 
she didn’t actually agree, just didn’t 
say firmly enough she wasn’t going 
to let him. Which was good enough 


for Arthur Benfield. He grabbed her 
arm — at least ceasing his groping for 
the moment — and pulled Sandra 
towards his chair. Sitting down he 
pulled her across his lap. She was 
yelping and protesting but ... it was 
happening. 


She was over his lap and unable to 
prevent her skirt from being yanked 
abruptly up. Baring her thighs and 
those brief pale pink knickers. 
Benfield’s hand was feeling her bum 
in the tight knickers and then ... A 
renewed yelp as his hand slipped in 
the top of her knickers. He was 
pulling them down! ‘No!’ But now 
Sandra was held fast across 
Benfield’s lap, unable to resist. Her 
knickers were coming down. 


She hadn’t agreed to this! Not with 
her knickers down! She was 
struggling now in earnest but to no 
avail because Benfield had her arm 
pinned painfully behind her back. 
And her knickers were coming down. 
Her bottom was half bare. Benfield 
had his hand shockingly on the bare 
flesh. 


‘Keep still!’ He gritted. ‘I’m only ... 
getting these knicks down ... A girl’s 
got ... to have em down ... eh? These 
pretty pink ones.’ 


‘No! No.. 000 ..!’ 


Her bottom was fully ۰ 
Benfield’s hand greedily groping 
the silky-soft flesh. And then 
sliding underneath 


But the pink knickers were down. 
Halfway down Sandra's writhing 
thighs. Her bottom was fully bare. 
Benfield's hand greedily groping the 
silky-soft flesh. And then sliding 
underneath. Under the taut thrust of 
the ripe hemispheres. To where her 
thighs began. And where something 
else was hidden. A girl’s private 
place. Guarded by crisp curls. The 
caretaker’s hand pushed firmly in 
there, between Sandra’s thighs. 


Her hand cupped her blonde- 
bushed pussy. Thinking of Mr 
Canton made her quickly wet. She 
slipped a finger in between the 
slippery lips of her sex. 


She let out a shuddering squeal. He 
had his hand on her pussy. One 
finger sliding in between the lips. 


Benfield’s thick, lecherous voice: 
‘This is wot she likes eh? This is wot 
hot young Sandra likes. A finger in 
her pie.’ 


She was in a desperate state from 
his fingers frigging her and now 
this spanking 


He kept at her for some long 
moments. His fingers mind- 
bendingly at her pussy. And then 
Benfield started spanking her. He 
had got her all hot and now he started 
really whacking his hand down. Just 
as hard as he could on Sandra’s 
frantic bottom. She was in a 
desperate state from his fingers 
frigging her and now this spanking. 


Sandra was soon crying. Sobbing. 
Her now bright-red bottom rolling 
and writhing. Legs impotently 


kicking. Her head was spinning 
round and round. It was like she was 
going out of her mind. 


* * * 


Robert Canton felt he needed some 
advice. Guidance regarding the older 
girls. He just wasn’t too experienced 
with 17 and 18-year-old girls and 
sometimes he guessed they played 
up to this. Just one or two of them. He 
would like to have gone to the Head 
for a chat, but he found Mr Aubrey a 
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little daunting. Then he thought of Mr 
Benfield. Benfield was only the 
caretaker but nonetheless he was an 
old experienced hand with girls. 


Benfield proved to be very eager to 
receive Robert Canton’s 
confidences. Yes, girls of that age 
could be a problem. Aman needed to 
build up experience in handling them. 
But meanwhile if Mr Canton would 
just tell him the details. The particular 
girls. Or girl. With an owlish look 
Benfield inquired if by any chance 
Sandra Simley could be one of those 
he was having trouble with. 


* * * 


‘Well what ... what it it?’ Sandra 
nervously inquired. Adding, ‘lve got 
to be going. I'm not staying.’ 


She was down in Benfield’s little 
room again. Facing him as he leant 
against his table. Sandra had said 
she wouldn’t come when he said he 
wanted to see her again. Not after 
that last time two days ago. But 
Benfield had darkly replied that she 
had better, or she could very well find 
herself expelled. he wouldn’t say 
anything else so she had no real 
choice. But ... she wasn’t going to 
take anything this time. 


‘Close that door. And you'll stay as 
long as | want. Unless as | say you 
want to be expelled. This time I’m 
really going to give you it. This time it 
is the cane.’ 


‘Wha .. What are you talking about ..' 
she stuttered. ‘I haven't done 
anything. And | haven't been late. N .. 
Not again.’ 


And Sandra had managed to get to 
school on time these last two days. 
She had got up in time (just) and then 
had kept moving. There had been no 
impromptu last minute masturbatory 
daydreams of Mr Canton. Sandra 
had done a good deal of that in bed 
though. Both nights. Frigging herself 
as she thought of the English master 
and her coming visit to his house. He 
had now said Friday, which was 


tomorrow. 
fantastic. 


It was going to be 


But right now of course here she was 
with awful Benfield, who was making 
these ridiculous threats. 


‘Mr Canton has spoken to me. About 
your behaviour. He should have gone 
to the Head of course, but he spoke 
to me first. If he goes to the Head it 
will probably mean expulsion young 
lady. It would be the last straw. So | 
told him to hang on. Maybe | could 
sort you out. With my whippy 
bottom-stinger.’ 


‘Wha .. What ..” Sandra shook her 
head. Red-faced. What had Mr 
Canton said? ‘Don’t ..’ she gasped. 
As Benfield grabbed her now. She 
tried to push his hands off her tits, still 
trying to get exactly what Mr Canton 


had said. But Benfield wasn't 
providing an answer. For one thing 
he was too interested in his groping. 
Her tits. Her bottom. Her pussy ... 
Sandra struggled, shuddering. 


Could she be expelled? Could Mr 
Canton have said something that 
would be the last straw, as Benfield 
claimed. Insofar as Sandra could 
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Mr Benfield thought Sandra was F 
١ sexy. And no doubt he entertained 
lecherous thoughts of what he 
> could do to her ... if he ever got the 
- > chance 


As Benfield grabbed her now. She 
tried to push his hands off her tits 
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think straight, with the shock of this 
bombshell and also Benfield's 
grabbing hands everywhere, she 
didn't think so. But she couldn't 
think straight, not really. And ... it 
might be possible. 

Benfield wasn’t going to be content 
with a spanking this time. This time it 
had to be the cane he said. Gritting it 
out as he wrestled with her. It had to 
be the cane. That was the only thing 
she would understand. 


Finally, half in tears now, she gave 
way. OK. If no one was going to go to 
the Head. Benfield, eyes greedy at 
the prospect of Sandra’s bared 
bottom, agreed. No, no involvement 
of the Head. Just the caning. Just a 
good, hard caning. 


* * * 


He didn’t do it in his room. Maybe 
there wasn’t enough space to really 


swing the cane. Instead it was 
outside in the bigger space by the 
side of the boiler. Benfield arranged 
two wooden chairs opposite each 
other and about two feet apart. He 
said he wanted her with her knees on 
one chair and her forearms on the 
other. 


Sandra looked at the chairs. What 
had she expected? To be told to 
simply bend over and touch her 


toes? Or maybe be bent over the seat 
ofa chair. She nervously wet her lips. 


“1... ll fall off.’ 


Benfield briskly told her not to be 
silly. Get up on the chair. Kneeling, 
and then bend forward ... 


She did it. She wasn't falling but it felt 
awfully precarious. But she soon 
forgot about that. Because Benfield 
had her skirt up over her back and 


was sliding her knickers down. 


‘White today eh? Not those pink 
ones. But these white ones are very 
nice.’ 


The cane! All at once the enormity of 
what was aobut to happen hit her. 


Benfield was groping her now bare 


bum but it was the sudden shocking 
thought of that cane. 


‘Look ... Not hard .. Please ... Don’t 


do it... hard ..’ 


It was as if a red-hot poker had 
been laid across her bare bottom. 
Searing the flesh 


But of course Benfield did do it hard. 
It was as if a red-hot poker had been 
laid across her bare bottom. Searing 
the flesh. When it landed she did 
almost come off the chairs, with her 
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hip-lunging reaction. hardly stand. Her bottom was killing | Afterwards Sandra told herself not to 
: her! Benfield said that was just a | think about it, she needed to blank it 
ری‎ tere start. Now he wanted her knickers | out of her mind, as if none of it had 
e t ae in Boton right off. And her skirt off. Her bra off | happened. Was that possible? 
م‎ gng ١ ... and her blouse pulled right up. He Maybe not but she would try. It was 


‘How was that Miss? For starters?’ wanted to see her tits. the only way to handle such an 


impossibly awful experience. 
He told her to get down. Sandra | ‘Come on. Now we're going to start 


stumbled to her feet. She could properly.’ But didn’t they say every cloud had a 
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silver 
sentiment perhaps but maybe it was 
true. In Sandra’s case at least it 
seemed like it was. The silver lining 
being Mr Canton. 


lining? It was a soppy 


She still had her appointment with 
him on Friday, it appeared to be still 


on, and she went as planned. Mr 
Canton seemed a bit sheepish — as 
well he might after what Benfield had 
done to her. But did Mr Canton know 
what Benfield had done? 


Sitting primly on the sofa in Mr 
Canton’s flat Sandra said in a hurt- 


little-girl voir e, ‘I don’t think | did 
anything to deserve being sent to the 
head. Or for Benfield to do all that to 
me.’ 


Mr Canton, seated opposite in his 
armchiar, went all red and flustered. 
Claiming he didn’t know what she 
was talking about. He had merely 


‘Let me have a feel of them pretty 
tits? Or maybe ... a quick feel of 


your pussy?’ 


discussed with Benfield the subject 
of dealing with Sixth Form girls. 
There was nothing about anyone 
going to the Head. Looking all 
innocent — and still flustered — he 
asked, ‘Did Mr Benfield do anything 
then?’ 


“Il show you if you want,’ she 
offered. ‘PII show you what he did 
with his cane. The marks are still 
there.’ 


Sandra didn’t know whether to 
believe him. But at least it was an 
opportunity. “Ill show you if you 
want,’ she offered. ‘lII show you what 
he did with his cane. The marks are 
still there.’ 


Sandra stood up and pulled down 


her knickers. Then flipped her skirt up 
round her waist. ‘Look. Look at that.’ 


Mr Canton might be shy but he was 
clearly interested in looking at 
Sandra’s gorgeous bare bottom. She 
moved closer, so that it was inches 
from his face — and was rewarded 
with the touch of his hand. 
Tentatively at first ... and then more 
firmly. 


Things rather took off from that point. 
Sandra lying herself across Mr 
Canton’s lap so he could make a 
more studied examination of the 
damage still evident from Benfield’s 
cane. In that position, with Mr 
Canton’s hand making a most 


detailed examination, Sandra felt 
what could only be a firm and large 
erection beneath her. Lifting her 
weight slightly she reached 
underneath to take it boldly in her 
hand. 


Yes, once you had got started with 
Mr Canton he wasn’t shy at all. For 
instance he didn’t object at all to 
“Sandra unzipping his slacks and 
taking it out. A heady, dizzy feeling 
having his hot engorged flesh in her 
hand. She commenced to pump it. 


In really no time at all she had jerked 
Mr Canton off. 


Afterwards she said, ‘| hope | don't 
get sent to the Head for this. Or get 
another of those canings from 
Benfield.’ 


Mr Canton, grinning, said, ‘No! | 
shouldn’t think so!’ 


END 
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Sandra lying herself across Mr 
Canton’s lap so he could make a 
more studied examination of the 
damage still evident from 
Benfield’s cane 
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nishing 
School 


As he left the house, the Major paused briefly 
to admire his specimen roses, and then set off, 
walking briskly with his head high and arrogant, as 
befitted a senior officer of the Occupying Forces. 

The big villa which housed his ‘Finishing 
School’ was soon reached, and, as he went up to his 
office, the coach arrived with the new intake of girls. 

He paused on the landing to look over his new 
recruits, about a dozen or so nineteen-year old girls, 


specially selected for their voluptuous beauty from 
all the Occupied Territories, and sent here to be 
turned, under his tutelage, into suitably obedient 
playthings for the high-ranking officers and their 
VIP visitors. 

He wondered idly which of them would take to 
their new life easily, which of them would acquiesce 
and who out of them would rebel. His eye was 
caught by one tall red-head who looked arrogant and 


just at that moment she bent over to pick up her 
case. Her skin-tight ski-pants stretched over the full 
swell of her hips, outlining the skimpy bikini panties 
she wore underneath, the seam between her legs 
cutting up into the soft, yielding flesh between her 
strong thighs. 

He licked his lips, aware of a stirring in his 
loins, and walked swiftly to his private office. 

Marianne, his secretary and a graduate of his 
school, was waiting for him in her tight white 
businesslike suit, its formality betrayed by the long 
slit up the front of her skirt, so that as she moved her 
long slender legs in their cobweb stockings 
appeared, her taut satin suspenders and lace panties 
adding a further touch of eroticism to her outwardly 
staid appearance. 

His incoming mail was already opened and 
arranged in order, and his appointment-book was 
open, with the more important engagements marked 
in red. 

Marianne was undoubtedly efficient, but then, 
as he often explained to his junior staff, just because 
the girls were primarily whores, that didn’t mean 
they were incompetent. < 

Without asking, she removed her jacket, 
revealing a white blouse of a silky material which 
showed the dark pink circles of her aureoles above 
the white uplift sling brassiere. She leaned over him, 
deliberately letting her body touch his as much as 
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possible, and reached over to explain a few points, 
her breast in its seductive covering brushing his 
cheek. ; 

He read swiftly through the most important 
mail and then absent-mindedly put up his free hand 
to caress her breasts, his finger-tips and the edge of 
his nails raising up her nipples to peaks of quivering 
desire, so that she spread her legs urgently and 
flicked back her skirt to show him the honey fuzz of 
her tight pubic curls spilling over the top of her 
panties. ; 

Still reading avidly and as if unconscious of his 
actions, he put his other hand onto the inside of her 
knee and stroked her leg up and up, onto the bare 
flesh above her stocking and then onto the thin 
ribbon of lace that threaded between her thighs. 

The lace and the plump cunt-lips that peeped on 
either side were more than damp and, as she carried 
on with her businesslike explanations, her voice 
more and more lost its continuity and she paused 
and tiny gasps escaped her lips. 


“Well,” he said testily, “go on, girl. When will 
the Captain call me back?” 

His fingers slid into her panties and he altered 
his stance slightly to drive his curled fingers up into 
her streaming cunt, forcing her to carry on the 
conversation nevertheless. 

He finger-fucked her until he felt her labia 
engorge and her clitoris stand stiffly erect, and knew 
she was on the verge or orgasm, then withdrew and 
passed his hands over her buttocks, as she 
whimpered with unfulfilled lust. 


The thin weals which criss-crossed her backside 
were still sensitive and she winced slightly. 

“Still sore, eh?” 

He patted her sharply and went on. 

“I hope that will teach you not to use your 
vibrator without permission.” 

“You . . . confiscated it also, Major,” she 
reminded him. 

“You want it back? On heat, are you?” 

She nodded, the flush deepening on her cheeks. 

Show me the new film and suck me off while I 
watch, and I-might let you have it back.” 

He unclipped her skirt as he spoke, so that as 
she laced up the video-machine, he could admire her 
backside, exposed where he had pulled down her 
panties: the cane-marks were thin red lines laid 
neatly and precisely across the full curves. 

All the ‘graduates’ had to take part in a blue 
film as part of their ‘final examination’, writing the 
plot themselves, and knew that they would be 
punished if they failed to titillate the Major’s jaded 
senses, so that they pushed themselves to limits they 
had never imagined when they joined the school. 

He settled back with a cigarette as Marianne 
started the machine, opening his legs so that she 
could nestle down between his thighs, her lithe 
fingers unzipping him as the film started. 

They had taken as their theme the story of one 


girl passing through the school, starting with her 
early initiation into topless and then nude sun- 
bathing. 

He grunted with satisfaction as Marianne’s fingers 
peeled back his foreskin, uncovering the hard, 
sensitive knob for her mouth to enjoy. Shots of the 
girls oiling each other, the older students sliding 
their predatory fingers between the new girls’ thighs, 
helped his eréction almost as much as her soft 
tongue licking his frenum. 

Then the lessons on stripteasing, learning to 
allow yourself to be stripped in any order, to be 
fondled without resisting, culminating with the 
novice’s first orgasm in public, her face contorted 
with lust and shame as men and women fingered her. 
He felt his own passion grow, the burning in his 
loins, and he reached down to entangle his fingers in 
her thick curls, pulling in her head so that she 
deep-throated his cock as the scenes reached a 
climax of wanton debauchery. 

He was as good as his word and, a few moments 
later, handed her the big vibrator with the writhing 


head which was her «main toy. But Marianne” 


bringing herself off was not an asset to be thrown 
away. 


The School not only taught young virgins how to 
become courtesans, it was a show-piece for the 
whole State-run vice machine and had a constant 
flow of visitors who came to learn, and take back to 
their own clubs and brothels, the latest tricks. There 
was also an even bigger stream of VIP voyeurs and 
one side of the school was given over to a series of 
rooms for their entertainment. 

The Major checked the row of tell-tale lights 
and sent Marianne to Room Four. 

She knew it well, the small room with mirror’ed 


walls and ceiling, with the peep-hole like a large 
letter-box set opposite the big tilting armchair. 

She sat down and opened her negligee to show 
off her stockings and suspenders: otherwise she was 
naked. When the shutter opened and the eyes of an 
unknown voyeur peered in, she leaned back and 
lifted her legs, sliding her ankles into stirrups set 
wide on either side of the peep-hole. 

The client adjusted the spotlight to his satis- 
faction on her sex organ, and pushed the buzzer to 
signal the show to begin. Marianne in turn switched 
on her vibrator and offered it up, first to her breasts, 
exciting her nipples in turn, but going on quickly 
down over the curve of her Mount and onto the 
screamingly-sensitive horn of her clitoris. 

She squealed aloud as the humming monster bit 
into her oozing slit, watching the man’s eyes as he 
hungrily took in the scene. She knew he would be 
fumbling at his zip and sure enough, a moment later 
the second flap opened and his erect cock was thrust 
through, his hand jerking at his foreskin, so that she 
thrust deep to bring herself off before he came, 
knowing that she had to wait, in that case, for the 
next client. 


But she was already aroused and felt her own 
orgasm begin almost at once, the waves of passion 
breaking over her as she moaned and screamed and 
writhed in the chair, feeling the client’s spunk’ 
spatter her hands and thighs as he shot his load.. 

Back in the office, the Major had completed the 
urgent business just as Marianne rang him. 

“Pve serviced three men,” she told him, “and 
come twice myself. Do you want me back?” 

He looked at his watch. 

“I have to supervise the punishments,” he told 
her, “so stay there another hour or so; that should 
satisfy you for a while.” 

He walked swiftly down the corridor and into 
the main body of the school on his way to the 
basement. One corridor was part of the visitors 
route through the school and here the “fourth form” 
girls played the roles of street-walkers, lounging 
against the wall in hot shorts or micromini skirts, 
with deep, plunging necklines offering up their 
proud tits, offering their wares in soft, wheedling 
tones. 

The tall brunette, who he remembered arriving 
almost fresh from her convent, lifted her pleated 
miniskirt to show him her slit G-string, the lace 
outlining the richness of her thick dark hair. 

He -paused briefly to watch a lesson on fellatio, 
the instructress, like the pupil, in satin underwear, 
both kneeling in front of one of the male staff as he 
stood stock-still while the pupil licked the gently- 
oozing spunk-hole of his ramrod prick. 

But he was wanted in the basement, and soon 
descended the stairs and found himself in the 
dimly-lighted punishment area. 

The first girl brought forward, only in the school 
a couple of weeks, was already in trouble. 

“She refuses to strip for the men, Major, and 
expose herself.” 

He turned to face her. 

“What's the meaning of this, Carole?” 

“I can't,” she wailed, “It's so indecent and 


shameful.” 

“Don't be stupid,” he hissed. “You have a 
beautiful body and we all want to see it. Now, off 
with your clothes or you'll get a taste of this,” and he 
showed her the thin, whippy cane. 

But she still refused and a moment later found 
herself face-down over the punishment-table, held 
down firmly by two of the instructresses. 

He came up behind her as she kicked and 
struggled, pushing her ankles apart and close in to 
the table, so that her high heels pushed her buttocks 
up and rounded them handsomely. 

Like all the girls, she wore stockings and 
suspenders, and squealed as he raised her pleated 
skirt, slowly, to expose her plump thighs. 

“Oh no, please,” she whimpered, “don't lift my 
skirt.” 

His hands caressed the firm flesh and he flicked ` 
the skirt so that it fell over her back, leaving her 
bottom exposed in her thin bikini panties. She 
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squealed again as his hands felt all around her 
buttocks and slid between her thighs, revelling in the 
fullness of her vagina. 

With a deliberately-slow movement, he hooked 
fingers into the waistband of her panties and drew 
them down until he had uncovered her chubby 
arse-cheeks and could admire the rear view of.her 
youthful cunt. 

“Now, for the last time, are you going to 
obey?” 

“No.” 

He stood to one side, measured the stroke with 
a light touch and then, raising his arm, brought down 
the cane with a flick, across the centre-line, and 
again and again, three strokes in rapid succession. 

At the first blow, she had frozen, but then her 
body erupted and she screamed and howled as she 
tried in vain to avoid the flicks of the cane that left 
thin lines of burning agony across her buttocks. 

He paused after five, but, as she made no move 
to surrender, brought the cane up higher and 
thwacked her hard three times, until she gave in. 

“All right,” she howled, “I give in. PH do it.” 

He paused while the instructress talked to her. 

“Tt isn’t so easy as that, my girl. Once the caning 
has started, for whatever offence, it goes on until 
you have explained very clearly exactly what you 
will do to atone, in full detail. So, what exactly 
will you do when the Major stops? If he stops.” 

The cane rose and fell again and the girl, 
terrified now, squealed and shouted between the 
merciless blows. 

“Pll strip any way he wants.” 

Thwack! 

“Any man, any time, whatever he wants.” 

Smack! 

“PI wear anything he says. Pll show off my 
breasts and my...” 

SMACK! 

ARSE . . . anything I swear. 


The Major signalled for her to be allowed up. 
Immediately, she ripped off her shirt and skirt, 
pulled down her panties and bent to her stockings. 

“Teave them on. Position three, quickly.” 


He pointed to the table and she lay back on it, 
lifted her legs, and then reached out to pull her 
knees apart and back, until her toes almost touched 
the table behind her head. 

The Major put out his hand and massaged her 
cunt, noting the wetness and the pink glow that 
suffused her labia. 

“You'd better spend every afternoon for a 
week,” he said, “in room five or six. The clients 
there have buttons marked with parts of the body 
and so indicate what they wish to see. You must be 
fully-dressed and only take off what is absolutely 
necessary to expose what he demands. It’s normally 
this, of course.” 

He patted her cunt as he spoke. 
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He turned to the instructress. 

“At other times,” he said, “‘she’d better have a 
microskirt and no panties and give her plenty of jobs 
where she has to bend over, like collecting the empty 
glasses in one of the bars. 

I don’t think she’ll be shy after that,” he added 
finally, “and in the meantime, she seems very damp, 
so if one of the staff would like to do something 
about that . . . make her stay there until you have 
rung around to find out.” 

The second disobedient girl was small and very 
fair and obviously the femme type, so he wasn’t 
surprised to find that she ‘refused to participate in 
lesbian scenes.’ Obviously, she was frightened that 
her ‘secret’ would become known. 

He always handed over such punishments to the 
lesbian members of the staff, and stayed to watch the 
fun. 

They quickly had the girl stripped down to a 
short satin mini-slip and on her back on the table in 
the next punishment room. 

This table was narrow and specially-shaped, 
having first removed her panties, so that the victim 
found her face within an inch of the girl’s eager cunt. 

The other instructress meanwhile lifted the 
girl’s legs and folded them back, bending her knees 
so that her buttocks were lifted slightly off the table, 
her legs squeezed together, the pink rosiness of her 
vagina lips squeezed out between her thighs. 

The third girl took up her switch and looked at 
the Major. 

He nodded approvingly and the switch rose and 
fell with a sharp crack onto the bare backside of the 
girl on the table. 

The victims cries were muffled and her writhing 
and twisting only excited the more the girl who 
straddled her, who grinned down and rode her like a 
recalcitrant mare. 

This victim had already had a caning and knew 
the rules. Once she had given in, and that after only 
three or four strokes of the switch, she revealed a 
very detailed knowledge of lesbian practises. The 
girls carrying out the punishment made her shout out 
all the details and one of them was fitting the long, 
curving double-dildo into her own cunny even 
before the whipping had ceased, so that the victim 
had hardly recovered from the last blow before she 
felt the point of the enormous cock thrust into her 
vagina. 


The Major looked on as the three butch girls 
each satisfied their own desires with the new recruit. 


“I think a week or two in the boutique,” he 
suggested, as a continuing ‘punishment’. The 
boutique was specially provided for lesbian visitors, 
and was staffed with submissive femme girls who 
modelled feminine underwear and nightdresses and 
accompanied their clients into the ‘changing 
cubicles’, which were in fact small bedrooms (with 


special mirrors for the Major’s male voyeurs’ 
enjoyment.) 

It was nearing lunch-time by now. He was 
therefore more than pleased that the final prisoner 
was accused of refusing intercourse, and decided to 
participate in a more active way. 


Seizing her wrists, he pulled her to him, so that 
she was lying against him and pulled close from her 
ankles to her wrists. The instructress quickly 
unclipped the girl’s wrapover skirt, pulled down her 
panties and cut them away and, feeling cautiously, 
found his penis and introduced it carefully into the 
girl’s vagina. 

She struggled in vain against his strength and 


tried to stand on tip-toe to withdraw his shaft, but it 
was useless. 

The leather whip sang through the air and cut 
across the girl’s buttocks. Immediately, he felt her 
anus tighten and her body jerk, exciting him. 

Under the expert flicks of the short whip, the 
girl became berserk, writhing and jerking and 
twisting her body, leaping up at each new blow. 

Incoherently, she cried that she would let any 
man henceforth fuck her any way he wished, but this 
time it was the Major who demanded satisfaction 
and only when at last his cock had spent its cargo 
into her womb was the whipping ceased. 

Anyway, it was time for lunch. ۰ 


It all began with the leaky tap in the 
kitchen. Simon said he could 
probably fix it but didn’t have time. 
So Angela called a plumber. The 
plumber when he came tried to grope 
her. Well, he did grope her, getting 
his hand on Angela’s quite big boobs 
and also a grope at her bottom. 
Angela had strongly objected to this 
behaviour. As it turned out, though, 
she would have done a lot better to 
smilingly (or even unsmilingly) allow 
his gropes. Because as a bona fide 
member of the working class he was 
one of the new elite. 


Yes Angela should have remembered 
that the country had a new Socialist 
Government, which was making 


sweeping changes. Some of the things 
you could read about in the papers or 
see on TV seemed scarcely credible. 
Members of the middle class were 
getting very nasty shocks. Men in 
middle-class jobs, and also middle- 
class housewives who didn’t have 
jobs. It was almost like a revolution. 


Mr Frange the plumber, when Angela 
had struggled away from his groping 
hands and said heatedly that she 
would report him, had merely given a 
harsh laugh. And then said something 
that seemed quite ridiculous: 

‘Do you know I could have you as my 
assistant Mrs Marley? How would 
you like that? I could do it under this 
new regulation dealing with middle- 


class housewives like yourself. La-di- 
dah ladies who have nothing to do all 
day except drink coffee and sherry — 
and maybe with their husbands off to 
work, a bit of screwing their 
boyfriends on the side. Parasites on 
society in other words.’ 


‘I don’t know what you're talking 
about,’ Angela spat angrily. “Will you 
get that tap done and then please 
leave.’ 


‘You should read the papers then. 
There’s this new law which says such 
people can be reguired to do stints of 
proper work. Adult Work Experience 
it’s called. And like I say I can putin a 
reguest for you to work as my 
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assistant for two weeks.’ 


Let’s be friendly. I only wanted a little 
feel of those big boobs you’ve got 
there. Why not show them to me 


Mr Frange, fiftyish with grizzled grey ' 


hair, eyed Angela lecherously. ‘Now 
what do you say? Let’s be friendly. I 
only wanted a little feel of those big 
boobs you’ve got there. Why not 
show them to me, let me have a 
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proper look. Just undo that pretty 
blouse and take them out.’ 


Angela was at a loss for words, but 
found frantic ones when dreadful Mr 
Frange closed in on her again. She 
struggled but he managed to get his 
hands on her tits again, and this time 


also a brief feel at her pussy. 


‘I really am ... going ... to report 
you..’ Angela gasped when she had 
finally struggled free. 


‘And I really am going to put in that 
request,’ Mr Frange, also breathing 
rather heavily, replied. ‘And when I 
get you I shall teach you a few lessons 
my girl. And not just about plumbing. 
A little bit about unfriendly 
behaviour — with a nice piece of 
leather across that lovely arse!’ 


* * * 


Angela and Simon who were 22 and 23 
had been married less than a year and 
Simon was very much still at the stage 
of wanting to be up his gorgeous young 
wife all the time. 


Angela told Simon that night about 
her encounter with the beastly 
plumber. In bed and with Simon right 
away as usual getting horny for her. 
Angela and Simon who were 22 and 
23 had been married less than a year 
and Simon was very much still at the 
stage of wanting to be up his gorgeous 
young wife all the time. He was only 
half listening to her account of the 
plumber episode. 


‘Darling, you’re not hearing me, are 
you.’ Angela stroked his stiff prick. 
She hadn’t tried to recount all the 
details of her unsavoury struggle with 
Mr Frnage. But those things he had 
said. 


Simon still wasn’t really listening, his 
thoughts concentrated on getting his 
ardent cock up Angela. Something 
about the plumber being rude to her 
... and a new law. 


‘Look, please Angie. I really don’t 
know.’ 


But after he had had his first fuck 
Simon did pay attention. No, he 
definitely had not heard about such a 
law. It didn’t seem very likely, did it? 
Although there were some unpleasant 
new laws coming in. And you did now 
need to be careful in dealings with 
working-class people, with this new 
government. So maybe it wasn’t 
worth going through with her threat 
of making a complaint about the 
plumber. But as for what that 
individual had threatened .. no, 
surely not? 


That was half reassuring to Angela — 
until a week later when the official 
letter arrived. It said she had to report 
to the local Adult Work Awareness 
Centre. There had been a complaint 
made about her. If she didn’t have a 


satifactory explanation Angela would 
be required to do period of Work 
Awareness. 


Angela looked at the letter 
unbelievingly. And then, having to 
believe it, burst into tears. The 
complaint had been made by Mr A 
Frange of the Plumbers Federation. 


* * * 


The local. Centre was in a modern 
office block near the town square. 
Angela was directed to a third-floor 
-office which had R. J. SPINKS: 
PLUMBING TRADES on its door. 
Inside sitting behind a desk was a rat- 
faced man with thinning hair in a 
cheap sports jacket. 


He had been looking at some papers. 
Now as Angela entered he got to his 
feet. ‘Ah, Mrs Marley. And right on 
time, eh?’ 


Simon had told-her to keep calm and 
be cooperative. 


He spoke the same sort of local 
working-class accent as had Mr 
Frange. He was probably some minor 
union official who with the change of 
government had managed to get this 
job. Anessentially meaningless job, a 
made-up union job. That was what 
Angela thought — but Simon had told 
her to keep calm and be cooperative. 
Not say imflammatory things. It 
might be all a mistake, or she might be 
able to get out of it by being nice and 
charming. So although thinking you 
horrible little man, Angela managed a 
friendly smile. 


Mr Spinks was eyeing her body — in 
the same way that Mr Frange had 
before moving in and making his 
grabs. Angela was wearing a smart 
town dress with nothing over it as it 
was warm. The dress was tight over 
her big boobs — and maybe she 
should hae worn something less 
showy. Less ... smart and middle- 
class. 


Leering at her boobs Mr Spinks said, 
“We have had a complaint from one of 
our members about an unsocial 
attitude Mrs Marley. Not showing 
due courtesy and consideration to a 
member of the trade who has come to 
offer a service. That sort of attitude 
cannot be contenanced now we have a 
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proper representative government. It 
is a serious matter which calls for re- 
orgainsation. Re-education.’ ‘ 


Mr Spinks had come round his desk to 
her. He put a hand on Anegla’s arm. 
‘Now what was your problem with 
Brother Frange, who I am sure was 
most professional and provided a 
first-class service.’ 


He wasn’t professional. He .. wanted 
to grope me. And when I tried to stop 
him ... he just went ahead and did it 
anyway 


Angela wanted to shake his hand off 
but controlled the impulse. With her 
face reddening she kept her voice 
calm. ‘He wasn’t professional. He .. 
wanted to grope me. And when I tried 
to stop him ... he just went ahead and 
did it anyway.’ 

Mr Spinks gave a mocking laugh. ‘Oh 
yes. And I suppose you'll say I tried to 
grope you too. If I just wanted to be 
friendly and put my hand on those 


` lovely big tits. My guess is that you are 


typical of your class, Mrs Marley. A 
middle-class woman who likes to 
flaunt herself but does no useful work 
for society. A parasite who likes. to 
stick her big tits out at working men. 
What we call a cock-tease. Who likes 
to wiggle her bottm in a provocative 
manner, to give herself a cheap thrill I 
daresay. And then wants to make a 
complaint.’ 


Mr Spinks’s hand slid round. behind 
Angela and fondled her bottom. She 
jerked away. 


“You see? I suppose you'll want to 
make a complaint about me. Well it 
won’t do you any good Mrs Marley. 
Because I shall put on my form that I 
confirm Brother Frange’s report and 
you're in urgent need of re- 
orientation. You could be sent to a 
Re-orientation Centre. We've got 
them now and you wouldn’t like it at 
all! They know how to deal with your 
type there. They use the cane, and a 
nice heavy leather strap. On that soft 
and wiggly bare arse. Do you fancy 
that Mrs Marley?’ 


What this awful man was saying was 
even worse than Mr Frange’s threats. 
There was also that grope at her 
bottom. ‘D Don’t be stupid!” 
Angela blurted, perhaps unwisely. 
‘And .. And keep your hands off me.” 


“Stupid eh? A typical reaction of the 
parasite class. Oh yes they'll love you 
at the Re-orientation Centre. Really 
enjoy working on that lovely soft 
middle-class arse.’ 


He went back to sit behind the desk. 
“So Mrs Marley, I shall put you down 
for two weeks’ training with Brother 
Frange — and then a recommendation 
that you do — what shall we say, one 
month? at the Centre.” ` 


He looked up owlishly. “Of course I 
could change the recommendation. 
Say you in fact appeared to be a 
sensible and modern thinking young 
woman after all. All it would need 
would be for you to come with me for 
the rest of the afternoon, to my 
modest little flat. Where I would need 
to give you some rehabilitation 
treatment of my own.’ 


I have a nice whipping cane Mrs 


Marley. I would want to test your 
ingrained prejudices with it — on your 
bare bottom 


Mr Spinks’s rat-like eyes fixed 
greedily on Angela. ‘I have a nice 
whipping cane Mrs Marley. I would 
want to test your ingrained prejudices 
with it — on your bare bottom. Also... 
I think I would like to have a closer 
look at those nice big tits. Well what 
do you say?’ 

Hot-faced Angela opened her mouth 
but could not find words. She shook 
her head. 


‘No? The Re-orientation Centre will 
be a very chastening experience. And 
Brother Frange — he can be a most 
demanding man too. I would advise 
you to consider carefully. I am not 
really a hard man myself and it would 
only take a couple of hours.” 


Angela felt herself trembling. Two 
weeks with that Mr Frange would no 
doubt he a nightmare — but going with 
this awful Mr Spinks she could guess 
would be nightmarish too. And it was 
much more immediate, it was right 
now. And this threat of the Re- 
orientation Centre might be just that, 
a threat. To scare her into going with 
Mr Spinks. Because did 55 really 

have such places? a 


Angela shook ter head again. She 
was feeling really awful, a bit sick. But 
she wasn’t going to go with this 


horrible man to his flat and let him 
abuse her. Cane her! And that meant 
... Mr Spinks was saying that the 
equally awful Frange man would be 


coming round for her on Monday 
morning. To start her two week 
training. 


I could have you as my assistant Mrs 
Marley? How would you like that? I 
could do it under this new regulation 
dealing with middle-class housewives 
like yourself. 


Showing her out Mr Spinks groped 
Angela again. A proper grope this 
time and she was in too much of a 
state, her head spinning, to do much 
to stop him. He got his hands properly 
on her tits and, with her skirt dragged 
halfway up to her waist, at her bottom 


and pussy. As he worked on her 
Spinks breathlessly inquired if Angela 
was sure she didn’t want to change her 
mind? ‘ 


Mr Frange came round at 9 o’clock 
sharp on Monday morning. 


Simon had gone off to work as usual. 
Angela had told him everything, 
more or less, and Simon had made 
inquiries. It seemed there was nothing 
she could do. There were these new 
laws and regulations. Discourtesy to 
members of the working population 
was now an offence. Also there were 
now places called Re-orientation 
Centres although no one seemed to 


know much about them as they were 


very new. Simon’s advice had been 
for Angela to cooperate with Mr 
Frange. Say she was sorry but hadn't 
meant to be discourteous, and accept 
this funny business about the Work 
Awareness. And then hopefully she 
wouldn't get sent to 
orientation Centre. 

"Say I’m sorry!’ Angela had gasped. 
‘But don’t you understand, he was 
really groping me. He would probably 


have had all my clothes off if I hadn’t’ 


struggled.. And that other one, 
Spinks, was the same.’ But Simon had 
just bit his lip and repeated his advice 
— because Angela didn’t want to be 
sent to one of these centres, did she? 
Angela had burst into tears — not for 
the first time since all this had started. 


So she was alone when Mr Frange 
arrived. Alone and extremely 
apprehensive. Was she really going to 
have to go out with him on his jobs? 
Wearing what? Angela had put on a 
blouse and skirt. She had felt like 
wearing some kind of boiler suit to 
protect herself from dreadful Mr 
Frange but obviously that wouldn’t be 
any good, he would just make her 
take it off. 


“Well here we are.’ Mr Frange 


- sounded cheerful in his gruff manner 


as he made his entrance. As well he 
might presumably. ‘Just like I said. 
And you thought I was joking, eh Mrs 


“Marley? Now I’ve got you for two 


weeks! To knock some proper 
behaviour into you. So how are we 
this morning? Nice and welcoming?’ 


“Please” Angela gasped. As Mr 


- Frange moved in close and grabbed 


her. His hands grabbing her tits. But 
she was going to have to take it. For 


the Re- 


two whole weeks! His hands were 
squeezing her tits hard. Hurting her. 


Tll want you dressed a bit nice for a 
start young lady. Something a bit 
more sexy than this outfit. Something 
sexy when you’re on the job, eh? If I 


-can put it that way. Maybe nothing at 


all? Shall we have you nude? With 
just the hard hat?” 


His hands were reaching for other 
parts now. She tried to keep them off 
her pussy. He couldn't really be 
thinking of making her strip nude 


Mr Frange had brought a yellow 
construction hat in with him, together 
with his bag of tools. Angela shook 
her head. ‘No please ..!” Maybe he 
was joking. His hands were reaching 
for other parts now. She tried to keep 
them off her pussy. He couldn't really 
be thinking of making her strip nude, 
with just that hat on her head. 


Still enthusiastically grabbing, Mr 
Frange said she could maybe wear 
something. A little pair of shorts 
perhaps. A brief top. Did she have 
something like that? Or maybe just a 
pair of brief see-through knickers? 


Angela gasped that she did have some 
shorts. Mr Frange said they had better 
be really short ones. Or it would be 
just a pair of sexy knickers, and he 
was sure she had plenty of those. 


‘No ..! I have .. got a pair of... really 
short ones.’ Angela did have a pair of 
white shorts that were really a lot too 
short and tight. A pair that had 
shrunk in the wash. they would suit 
Mr Frange’s requirements and 
although she didn’t like the thought of 
wearing them ... it would be better 
than just a pair of skimpy knickers 
and nothing else. 


Shorts and a sleeveless white blouse, 
he said. Nothing else. That meant no 
bra and no knickers of course 


Mr Frange let Angela go into the 
bedroom to change. The shorts and a 
sleeveless white blouse, he said. 
Nothing else. That meant no bra and 
no knickers of course. Tennis shoes 
and ankle socks? Yes that might do — 
although he might decide later he 
wanted nothing at all. And she might 
prefer it as well, once he got her 


working and she got all hot and 
sweaty. 


‘A girl can get very hot and sweaty on 
the job!’ Mr Frange quipped grimly. 
Angela shuddered. 


Yes, he approved of her outfit when 
she reappeared. Because the short 
were really short. And tight. She 
hadn’t worn them for some time and 
they felt as if the main seam might 
split at any moment to reveal the bare 
cleft of her bottom. She had also 
found a sleeveless white blouse with 
lace down the front. Mr Frange 
approved -of this because the lacy 
inserts revealed the big pink nipples 
of Angelas boobs. He pinched them. 
“Yes very nice.’ 


Mr Frange went to get the yellow hat 
and crammed it down on Angela’s 
blonde head. Then he was going to his 
plumber’s bag. Taking out a pair of 
work gloves and ... a broad leather 
strap. Angela looked at the strap. 
Wondering. And then she thought ... 
The strap was split halfway along it 
length into two pieces. It wasn’t ... a 
strap for beating? He wasn’t really 
going to ... do any of that ... Not ۰ 
beating her? 


The plumber when he came tried to 
grope her. 


Mr Frange briskly whipped the strap 
down across the arm of the settee. 
“We'll go into the bathroom. Have a 
look at the plumbing arrangements 
there Mrs Marley. Let you see what’s 
what. But first of all I want to show 
you what’s what with my little bum- 
tickler here. It tickles young ladies” 
bums most effectively. And other 
parts too of course. Hold out your 
hand and Tl give you a 
demonstration.’ 


‘No!’ Angela yelped. “No! Please ...’ 


For an answer Mr Frange cracked it 
stingingly across her thigh. ‘hold your 
hand out, I said!’ 


This time she did. Palm upwards and 
open to receive something similar to 
what had just cracked agonisingly in 
on her thigh. The strap whistled down 
to splat sickeningly across Angela’s 
open hand. She doubled up with the 
fierce pain. It was a whole lot worse! 
She shuddered in agony. 
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‘And now the other one. Same for 
both, eh?’ 


Somehow Angela made herself hold 
out the other hand. To receive the 
same reward. Her Breath gasped out. 
Both hands now. And her thigh. She 
struggled for breath. 


Take the shorts down and bend over 
the sofa. I want to give your bum one. 
Or maybe two. 


‘And now a quick one across your 
bum. Before we start. Take the shorts 
down and bend over the sofa. I want 
to give your bum one. Or maybe two. 
So that you know what’s what Mrs 
Marley. So you’re in no doubt that 
Arthur Frange is in charge here.’ 


* * * 


In the bathroom now. Angela with 
her shorts up — but they had just been 


down, out there in the sitting room. 


She had had the shorty-shorts down 
round her knees as she bent over the 
arm of the settee. To receive Mr 
Frange’s heavy leather strap slicing in 
across her ripe nude flanks. Four 
heart-stopping cuts sizzling the ripe 
meat of Angela’s shapely bottom. she 
had hardly been able to comply when, 
after the last one, Mr Frange had told 
her to stand up. But somehow Angela 
had and she had also struggled the 
skin-taught shorts up over her 
burning flesh. And now ... 


Mr Frange whipped the strap across 
the back of Angela’s thigh again. Not 
really hard but sufficient to make her 
gasp. He wanted her down, on hands 
and knees, on the floor. Where he had 
removed the front panel from the 
bath. He put the strap down and then 
with his bare hand urged Angela’s 
thighs apart. Sharp little smacks and 
pinches. 


His hand now slid in between Angela’s 
parted thighs. The hand cupping the 
tight crotch of her shorts. Her tightly 
encased pussy 


“Right young woman. Now what goes 
where.’ Mr Frange indicated hot and 
cold pipe runs — as his hand now slid in 
between Angela’s parted thighs. The 
hand cupping the tight crotch of her 
shorts. Her tightly encased pussy. 


‘Listen carefully to what I tell you. I 


shall test you on all this afterwards. 
And if you haven’t remembered it all. 
I shall be using the strap again. Only 
this time in earnest. A proper belting. 
Not little taps like you got before.’ 


Angela gave a despairing moan. Her 
whole body was in a frazzle from what 
she’d had already — plus there were 
Mr Frange’s insistent fingers 
continuing to work at her cunt. With 
all of this her mind was virtually 
incapable of taking anything in, or if 
she did of retaining it. But now he was 
saying if she didn’t ... she would get 
this horrendous belting. Much worse 
than before. 


‘OK? Are you listening? Mind not 
wandering? I wonder, Mrs Marley, if 
your mind might not be more alert ... 
if we had the shorts off? An aid to 
concentration do you think? With 
your lovely arse then ready and bare 


for the strap. Wouldn’t that 
concentrate the mind?’ 
‘No ..! I .. no, please .. Angela 


gasped. Thinking of her bottom bare 
for the strap ... and bare for those 
dreadful groping fingers. But if Mr 
Frange wanted her like that then that 
was how she was going to be. Yes. 


Struggling to her feet, to drag the 
shorts down. Right off. And kneel 
down again. Hands and knees. 
‘There, isn’t that better?’ 


His hand gave Angela’s now bare 
bum a slap, and then it was back 
where it had been before. Between 
her thighs. Mr Frange’s voice began 
droning on about some plumbing 
detail while his fingers re- 
commenced his intimate groping. 
Angela’s now bare pussy. There was 
no way she could take in what he was 
saying while he did that. No way. 
‘Have you got that? Eh?’ The fingers 
still busily at her. ‘Tell me..’ 


Her voice babbling something but 
nothing that made a lot of sense. No 
acceptable answer to the question. 
She was feeling a bit hysterical. Light- 
headed. But her head was clear 
enough to recognise that she was 
going to get that strap again. Yes. Mr 
Frange was telling her to get up ... and 
bend herself over the edge of the 
bath. l 


‘Was it OK?’ Simon asked when he 
got home. ‘Well I know it wasn’t OK, 


but ... not too bad. Not too dreadful?’ 


“Yes. It was,’ Angela said. ‘It was too 
dreadful for words if you must know. 
He ... had me with nothing on for 
most of the time. Just one of those 
hard hats. And ... he had this dreadful 
strap. To strap my bottom with 
whenever I didn’t know something. 
Which was just about all the time. So 
... Just about all the time ... I was 
getting my bottom hit with that .. that 
awful stra .. strap ..' 


Angela had tried her best not to cry 
but now she was. Big tears rolling 
down her cheeks. Because for one 
thing it was only her first day, and 
there were two weeks of it to be 
endured altogether. And even that 
wasn’t all, because after that there 
was the Re-orientation Centre. 


Which by all- accounts was even 
worse. A whole lot worse in fact. 


So if Mr Frange was so bad and Re- 
orientation was a lot worse ... well, 
she wasn’t going to be able to take it. 
And she did perhaps have a little bit of 
choice. She could go back to Mr 
Spinks at the work Centre. He had 
told her that. If she went with him for 
an afternoon he could reverse his 
recommendation about Re- 
orientation. Well, she was going to 
have to do that. After today she knew 
she was going to have to do it. 


If she was nice and ‘cooperative’ there 
didn’t have to be so much of that strap. 
There could be something else instead 
of the strap in other words. Some 
other pleasure for Mr Frange 


Angela didn’t tell Simon this. He 
didn’t need to know. He also didn’t 
need to know the offer Mr Frange had 
made. If she was nice and 
‘cooperative’ there didn’t have to be 
so much of that strap. There could be 
something else instead of the strap in 
other words. Some other pleasure for 
Mr Frange. He had indicated what 
this could be. Screwing for one thing. 
Plus other little pleasantries. 


Well they might be distasteful but 
they were going to be preferable to 
that strap. They had to be. 


In bed Simon wanted to screw her as 
usual. He had been very sympathetic 
about what she’d had to go through — 
and also what she was having to suffer 
tomorrow as well. But ... he still 
wanted to screw her. Angela said she 
didn’t feel.like it, she was feeling too 
awful and she had a headache for one 
thing. That didn’t make any real 
impression on Simon. He made some 


more sympathetic noises ... but he 
still wanted it. Angela thought 
angrily: that’s all he's really 


concerned about. Pleasuring his cock. 
Well tomorrow it would probably be 
the unspeakable Mr Frange 
pleasuring his. What would Simon 
think about that! She should tell him. 


What Mr Frange had indicated, had 
more or less come right out and said. 
There would be a lot less of that strap 
if Angela agreed to the other 


And Angela did. After Simon. had 
had his fuck, more or less insisting on 
it, she had told him how it was. What 
Mr Frange had indicated, had more or 
less come right out and said. There 
would be a lot less of that strap if 
Angela agreed to the other. 


That certainly made Simon stop and 
think. It seemed that Angela being 
belted with that strap was one thing 


“but being screwed by Mr Frange was 


something else altogether. Simon was 
squirming now. And it served him 
right. 


۱ 


‘Well 1:11 have to let him,’ Angela 


said. ‘If that’s the choice. Wouldn’t 
you want me to darling, rather than 
taking more of that strap?’ And for 
good measure she added what else she 
thought the plumber wanted. He 
would like her to suck him. 


END 
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‘Continued from page 7 


back. ‘Don’t be a silly girl Nicola. 
You're not shy are you.’ : 


س س 


Miss Voncey’s two hands came round 
Nicola from the back. To take hold of 
those firmly thrusting boobs contained 
in her white blouse 


س 


And now Miss Voncey’s two hands 
came round Nicola from the back. To 
take hold of those firmly thrusting 
boobs contained in her white blouse. 
Martine had been just itching to get 
her hands on them, but her 
enjoyment of having Nicola’s big 
boobs in her hands was short-lived as 
the pretty blonde once again 
squirmed away with a yelp of distress. 


Miss Voncey sharply told her not to 
be a silly young bitch. She wanted a 
college place didn’t she? Nicola was to 
come to her room sharply at 4.30. ' 


‘And you can come without your 
knickers. If you want to act like a silly 


young girl I shall treat you like one.. 


I’m going to take you over my lap and 
spank your bottom!’ 


But the shocked and shaking Nicola 
didn’t do this. Instead at 4.30 and still 
trembling. she went to see the 
Headmaster. 


* * * 


Going to see Mr Bowder with a 


complaint about Miss Voncey was not 


in fact a very good idea, although 
Nicola was not to know this. Because 
although Martine Voncey’s interest 
was in pretty blondes of 17 or 18 she 
was prepared to be accommodating to 
a headmaster. It made a teacher’s life 
much easier, and more specifically it 
meant he would turn a blind eye to her 
interest in certain girls. 


What Mr Bowder liked was having 
Martine bring him to orgasm with that 
sexy full-lipped mouth. Martine 
kneeling between his thighs with her 
sleek brunette head bobbing 
industriously as her mouth sucked on 
his stiff penis. Martine Voncey was 


“very good at this, and James Bowder 
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found it extremely satisfying so that 
his attentions did not stray to the girls. 
That could always lead to 
complications. 


What had Martine done: put her hand 
up the delightful girl’s skirt and felt 
her cunt? Nicola hadn’t actually got 
into specifics 


As an example of the sort of thing 
involvement with girls could bring, 
here was Nicola Stanning come to him 
with this tale about Martine. The very 
lovely girl almost in tears. She was a 
very lovely girl, maybe particularly 
appealing in her present distressed 


state. What had Martine done: put. 


her hand up the delightful girl’s skirt 
and felt her cunt? Nicola hadn’t 
actually got into specifics. James 
Bowder’s eyes caressed the pretty 
blonde’s thrusting blouse-front. 


Yes something would have to be 
done. But not to charming Martine 
with that gorgeously willing mouth, 
though it was a pity she couldn’t find 
more willing partners. No, something 
would have to be done to this lovely 
Nicola. And it would not be an 
unpleasant chore, not at all. 


The Head told Nicola to come and see 
him again tomorrow. After he had 
had a chance to talk to Miss Voncey 
and hear what she had to say. He 
added, ‘There are always two sides to 
this sort of story in my experience.’ 


Did that last bit seem ominous to 
Nicola? Yes. But Miss Voncey had 
done those awful things. And wanted 
Nicola to go to her room tomorrow 
with no knickers on — with the threat 
of spanking Nicola’s bare bottom. 
Yes, but Miss Voncey could deny it all 


| - or Mr Bowder could say she had 


denied it which came to the same 
thing. 


The next day when Nicola returned to 
the headmaster’s study he was not at 
all friendly or sympathetic. His voice 
had a hard, cutting edge. 


I’m afraid I shall have to treat this 
matter very seriously. Making false 
and uncorroborated accusations 


‘Stand up straight when I talk to you 
Nicola. I’m afraid I shall have to treat 
this matter very seriously. Making 
false and uncorroborated accusations 
about a member of the staff is a most 
serious matter.’ 


Nicola tried to stutter out words. 


‘And perhaps as I need to make the 
position about this sort of thing very 
clear, I shall deal with it very seriously 
indeed. I think you can say goodbye to 
your college place Nicola. This will 
have to go on your record. I may even 
wish to speak to the governors, which 
could mean expulsion.’ 


Was he laying it on a bit thick? James 
Bowder wondered. But he needed to 
give the pretty girl something to think 
about. Scare her. And his little speech 
was effective. The headmaster’s 
words hit Nicola like a bucket of icy 
water. 


She stuttered for a reply. James 
Bowder, eyeing Nicola’s tits, said, ‘Of 
course I could deal with it myself, and 
we .might then consider the matter 
closed. You'd have to go and 
apologise to Miss Voncey of course.’ 


Nicola’s head was in a spin. Could Mr | 
Bowder really get her expelled? It was 
only her word against the French 
mistress’s of course. She bit her hp... 


Mr Bowder felt like licking his. ‘Just 
as a example, young lady, I could give 
you what you claimed Miss Voncey 
threatened to do. You can go and lock 
the door. And then come here and 
take your knickers off. I can give you 
a spanking on your bare bottom — and 
then we’ll consider the matter closed. 
Is that fair?’ 


It wasn’t fair, it was outrageous. 
Nicola felt a little bit faint. It was like 
being suddenly thrown into a 
nightmare. But she desperately 
wanted that college place. And what 
could she do, with apparently the 
Head and Miss Voncey ganging up 
against her? 


Shaking her head Nicola stammered, 
y .. You ca .. can’t do this to me.’ 


‘Yes I can.’ James Bowder was almost 
sure he was there. She was going to 
agree. She wasn’t going to talk about 
calling her parents in, or writing to the 
governors. Either of which would 
have made things very difficult for 
him. No, he sensed she was going to 
agree. Possibly there would be a flood 
of tears somewhere along the way, 
but delicious Miss Nicola Stanning 
was going to agree to have her bare 
bottom spanked! 


The thought of complaining to 


someone was certainly in Nicola’s 
head — but if she created a fuss then 
whatever the outcome she might have 
to say goodbye to college. Because 
she would need their support and she 
wouldn’t get it. 


‘C .. Can’tI... have something else. A 
detention ..?? Nicola - asked 
desperately, but without much hope. 
Because she sensed now that Mr 
Bowder wanted to do this shockingly 
intimate and embarrassing thing. He 
really wanted to put his hand on her 


bare bottom. And as for Miss 


Voncey. 


No. ‘Come on,’ James Bowder told 
her, his penis already stiff with 
anticipation of what was to come. 
‘Get them down. Right off. And come 
here.’ 


So with seemingly no choice Nicola 
did, while trying to close her mind to 
the awfulness of what was happening. 


Her hands up under her navy pleated 
skirt and pulling down her brief white 
nylon knickers. Right off, Mr bowder 
was insisting. Sliding them on down 
her shapely legs. As it happened 
Nicola was waring nylons and a 
suspender belt today. Sixth Form girls 
were allowed to, otherwise it was 
knee or ankle socks. Nylons were of 
course more sexy and it was Mr 
Bowder’s good fortune to glimpse 
now Nicola’s nylon tops. 


She took the knickers off over her 
shoes. Teetering, with that awful this- 


can’t-be-happening feeling. Then 
straightening up, the knickers 
dangling in her hand. 


“Now come here.’ Mr Bowder had slid 
his chair out to the side of his desk, to 


_ give himself room. His face was quite 


flushed. As also was Nicola’s. She 
stumbled forward. Moving in close, 
then lowering herself. As she did so 
Mr Bowder hoisted her skirt up, so 
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that when she made contact it was her 
bare stomach and hips against his 
trousers. At the centre Nicola felt 
something hard and rigid. Knowing 
what it was she tried to ease up and 
avoid firm contact with it. But Mr 
Bowder with his hand shockingly on 
her bare bottom, pushed her hard 
down. Hard into it. The hard stiff 
thing was of course the headmaster’s 
erect penis. 


Mr Bowder’s hand was openly 
fondling her bare bottom. ‘Just try 
and relax Miss. And try to keep your 
bottom nice and still. Get your feet 
apart a bit, that will make your 
position more stable.’ 


His hand had moved to Nicola’s 
thighs. Patting them apart. 
Reluctantly she moved her feet apart 
a little. Mr Bowder pushed her thighs 
wider. His hand slid down inside, 
stroking the inside of one soft thigh. 
‘Just try to relax ...’ 


Mr Bowder’s hand slid right up, 
between Nicola’s reluctantly parted 
thighs. She gasped as the hand closed 
on her pussy. Her hips jerking 


His erect penis was still very much in 
evidence underneath her. And now 
Mr Bowder’s hand slid right up, 
between Nicola’s reluctantly parted 
thighs. She gasped as the hand closed 
on her pussy. Her hips jerking. A 
finger traced the line of the lips, half 
pushing in. Then the hand came 
away. 


‘Just relax,’ Mr Bowder said thickly. 


And then he was spanking. Heavy 
cracks of the flat of the hand which 
seconds earlier had made that brief 
but shocking investigation of Nicola’s 
trembling sex. Heavy splats which 
knocked the breath out of her. So that 
for the present at least she forgot all 
the other. It was just this dreadfully 
stinging hand repeatedly cracking 
down. 


When it was finally over Nicola was 
pushed to her feet. She found she 
could hardly stand, her legs were all 
tottery. Mr Bowder was very red in 
the face now. He said he might need 
to see her again. She was to go and see 
Miss Voncey. Apologise to her. Mr 
Bowder repeated that he very 
probably would need to see her again, 
he wasn’t at all sure that the one 
spanking was sufficient. But for the 
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moment that was it. He seemed quite 
keen to get rid of her. 


But he guessed that matters had not 
yet progressed to the point when he 
could demand or request this. 
Therefore the Head needed to resort to 
self-administered emergency relief 


Yes James Bowder was in a hurry. His 
organ was twitching 
uncontrollably now. The ideal answer 


almost . 


would be for this lovely blonde Sixth 
Former with the now glowing bottom 
to provide the sort of service normally 
given by her French mistress. It was 
indeed a most stimulating thought. 
But he guessed that matters had not 
yet progressed to the point when he 


could demand or request this. 
Therefore the Head needed to resort 
to self-administered emergency 
relief. With the door once again 
locked he yanked down his zip. Then 
with a gasp of relief urgently pumped 
his hand. 


ne ia 
/ 


Miss Voncey’s attractive face bore a 
grim expression. ‘So here you are, 
you wretched girl! Where did your 


to suffer that truly awful experience 
with Mr Bowder and now ... back to 
Miss Voncey. Mr Bowder had said see 
her right away and Nicola had. That 


deal with you then,’ Miss Voncey had 
said. ‘You don’t deserve any supper 
anyway. None for two weeks I should 
say.” 


sneaky little visit to the headmaster 
get you?” 


Nicola was close to tears. She had had 
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was an hour ago. 


‘Come back at supper time and I shall 


So Nicola had had time for a wash. 
She had also changed her nylons and 
suspender belt and black shoes for 
more informal ankle socks and sports 


shoes, with the vague thought that 
these might be less likely to excite 
Miss Voncey’s interest. 


Standing now in Miss Voncey’s sitting 
room Nicola shook her head and 
muttered that she was sorry. There 
was nothing she could do except 
“appear contrite and hope for the best. 
What was the French teacher going to 
do? Or what? 


‘Well, did the Head cane you for your 
miserable complaints?’ 


Miss Voncey had come in close and 
took hold of Nicola’s tits 


Nicola shook her head again. Miss 
Voncey had come in close and took 
hold of Nicola’s tits, one in each hand, 
squeezing them. “What did he do 
then?’ 


Desperately wanting to squirm away 

- but knowing she couldn't, Nicola 
haltingly told her: The humiliating 
bare bottom spanking, leaving out the 
groping of course. 


“He should have given you a proper 
caning. Given you something to think 
about. I suppose he was more 
interested in the chance to fondle 
your bare bottom, was that it?’ 


Nicola didn’t answer. The hands were 
still playing with her tits through the 

‚thin white blouse. Miss Voncey said 
evenly, ‘Well I am going to cane you 
Nicola. I’m going to make that lovely 
bottom really writhe! I’m going to 
have you gasping for mercy. Pleading 
for me‘ to stop. But I won't stop 
Nicola. Not until I’ve really taken my 
pleasure with the cane.’ 


. Nicola felt faint. The groping hands 
and Miss Voncey’s sickening words. 


Miss Voncey was rubbing her thumb 
along the line of Nicola’s slit 


The hands let go of Nicola’s quivering 
tits and went down. One gripped a 
handful of her short skirt and the 
other slid underneath ... to take hold 
of Nicola’s pussy through the brief 
‘tight knickers. 


‘And then 1 shall want to take other 


pleasures Nicola. Other pleasures 
that I shall teach you to enjoy — and if 
you're a sensible girl you will enjoy 
them. Alright? 


The fainty feeling was worse. Miss 
Voncey was rubbing her thumb along 
the line of Nicolas slit. She had had 
Mr Bowder's hand briefly there and 
now it was Miss Voncey’s — in a much 
more serious and no-nonsense 
manner. Nicola’s knees felt like 
rubber ... and although what the 
French teacher was doing was 
sickening ... Nicola was getting wet. 


Less grim, more seductive now, 
Martine Voncey’s voice said, ‘you 
should have come with your knickers 


| off. Like I told you in the first place. 


The next time you will. OK? But now 
.. you can take them down yourself.’ 


Nicola hesitated. Stuttered something 
+. and then did it. Because she had no 


-choice. She wanted that college place. 


And she needed Miss Voncey ... and 
the equally awful Mrr Bowder. So ... 
she fumblingly worked her knickers 


| down. 


‘Good girl,’ Miss Voncey purred. 
“That's a lot better.’ 


Her hand was at Nicola’s pussy again. 
Now at the bare slippery-wet flesh 
and crisp curls. Her eager fingers 
working. Entering Finding 
Nicola’s swollen clit. 


Unable to control herself Nicola quite 
quickly came. And then when. she 
had, commenced sobbing. Martine 
Voncey eyed her greedily. 


‘Pull your تست‎ up now. And Er 
your eyes. We’ll have a cup of coffee. 
And then I’m going to give you the 
caning. It may well have you in tears 
again of course. But it’s all in a good 
cause, isn’t it. A gels got to learn 
discipine ” 


Miss Voncey caned Nicola over the 
back of a straight-backed chair. 
Making her raise her skirt and then 
bend fully over it. Martine Voncey 
then with evident anticipatory relish 
slid down Nicola’s knickers. 


‘It’s going to hurt Nicola. Iw wain you 
of that so you’re ready for it. It has to 
hurt of course to be efféctive. The 
pain is good for a girl. It sorts her 
mind out.’ 


Matine’s hand < ۰ essed Nicola’s nude 


bottom-cheeks. ‘But after the pain we 


can have some pleasure, can’t we?’ 
The hand slid in . between the 
trembling girls thighs” “You've 
shown me what a hot girl you can be. 
Once someone gets you going.’ 


The French. teacher’s hand was at 
Nicola’s pussy again. Her hand there 
was awful, Nicola hated it. But she 
would prefer it to what was coming. 
Oh yes! 
‘Pl .. Pl... Please ..,’ she stuttered. 
But Martine Voncey’s only response 
was a throaty laugh. 


The spanking by Mr Bowder was 
nothing in comparison. Because 
Martine Voncey took delight in caning 


The cane was killing! Worse than 
Nicola could ever have imagined. The 


- spanking by Mr Bowder was nothing 


in. comparison. Because Martine 
Voncey took delight in caning just as 
hard as she dared. As hard as she 
could without causing a real injury. 
Without actually breaking the skin 
and ‘drawing blood. But not at all 
afraid to leave some nasty looking 
dark welts. and weals. They were so 
nice to contemplate afterwards. 


Oh yes. Martine Voncey had a really 
good time. 


Ae * * 


Nicola’s friend Sonia suspected 
something and Nicola was eventually 


| persuaded to admit that something 


was going on with Miss Voncey. ‘Is it 
good!’ Sonia asked chirpily and got a 
vehement negative. Nicola didn’t 
offer any details: not about the cane 
which had continued just as 
devastatingly as that first session; nor 
anything about the other things Miss 


Voncey liked to do. 


“Why not go to the Head if you've got 
a problem with her?” Sonia suggested 
helpfully. Nicola said curtly she didn't 
think that would do any good. She 
didn't say, of course, that she was 
having to submit to Mr Bowder as 
well. Yes the visits.to his study were 
also having to continue. For more 
spanking of Nicola’s bare bottom. 
And for other things as well which Mr 
Bowder was now requiring. Including 
something that Nicola resolutely tried 
not to think about. 
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